FIR    TREES

WE leaned back In the car wearily but with a sense
of luxury. Certainly the Abbey service had been
memorable* It had been both curious and pleasant
to feel oneself living simultaneously in the twentieth
century and in the Middle Ages, Of course there had
been that extraordinary chaos afterwards. The slow
jostle of ermine and velvet through that canvas
passage to the House of Lords, in the course of which
we had run into Julian Huxley, looking distinguished
but faintly improbable in his court suit. Waiting
for one's car for three and a half houra too, with
nowhere to sit down and all the while getting
steadily dampen And once I had dropped my un-
familiar coronet in the gutter and an elderly peer
ejaculated meaningly, "ijSgl"

We leaned back in the car wearily but with &
sense of luxury- It was all over. The Middle Ages
and the twentieth century had met And suddenly*
for no particular reason, I thought of the world into
which X was born, much remoter surely now than
the Middle Ages. That raw rtd village in the
Berkshire firwoods from which one adventured to
Reading, ten miles away, half a do&m times a year
at most, by rail. Aiidtha^sincewewtreonabrandh^
of the old South Eastern, took a good two hows.
The roads, heavy with white dust in rammer, w yet
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